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by A Pleaſant New Ballad to ſing Evening and morn, 
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A J went thꝛough the Poꝛth country 
'S Jhearda merry meeting, 
Apleaſant top, and kull of joy, 
two Noble-men were greeting: 
And as they walked foꝛth to ſpozt; 
upon a Summers day, 
They met another Noble-man, 
with whom they had a fray. 
Dis name was Sir John Barley- corn 
he dwelt down in a vale, 
And had a Kinſman dwelt: with him, 
tht» cal'd him Thomas Good-ale. 
The «ne named Sir Richard Beer, 
was ready at that time, 
And likewiſe came a buſie Peer, 
called Sir William White wing. 


Some of them fought in a black Jack, 
ſome of them in a Can, 
But pet the chiefeſt in a Black⸗ Pot, 
fought like a Noble-man. | 
Sir Barley cornought in a Bowl, 
who won the Aigozp, 
Which made them all to chafe and ſwear, 
Chat Barley corn muſt die. 
Some laid kill him, ſome taid him dꝛown⸗ 
ſom wicht to hand him high, 
Foz thoſe that ſollowed Barley- corn, 
the, laid wauln Weggers vie. 
Thin witha Pow they Plow'd him up, 
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urn n quick within the earth, +3 
ye would not riſe. 


dws ſtrong they cgne to hin 
ode on his head, 
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V] When ripening at St. James -tide, 


Shall! lye beyond thee. 


A joyful banquet then was made, 
when Barley-corn was dead. 
Ye reſted ill upon the earth, 
till Rain from Sap did fall, 


Then he grew up on bzanches green, 


which ſo2e amaz' d them all. 
Increaſing thus tin Pidlumer, 
he made them all akraid, 
Foz he ſpzang up on high, 
and got a goodly beard. 


his countenance w:red wan, 


Pet now full grown in part of ſtrength, 


and thus became a man. 


Wherefoze with hals and ſickles keen, 


_ unto the fields they hy'd, 

They cut his legs off by the knees, 
and Limb from Limb divide. 

Then blodily they cut him down, 
from place where he did ſtand; 

And like a thief foy treachery, 
they bound him in a band. 

So then they tok him up again, 
acco2ding to his kind, | 

Andplac'd him up in leveral ſtacks, 
to wither with the wind. | 

Then with a Pitchfo2k ſharp and long, 

they rent him to the heart, 

And traytoz-Iike fo2 treaſon vil'd, 
they bound him in a Cart. 

And tending him with weapons ſkrong, 
unto the town they hie, 

Mhereas they Bow'd him in a Pow, 
and lo they let him lie. 

They left him groaning by the walls, 
till all his bones were ſoꝛe, 

And having took him up again, 
they taſt him on a flooz. 


And hired two with Holly Clubs, 


do beat at him at once, 
Who thwackt ſo hard on Barley corn, 
the fleſh fell from his bones. 
Then aiter took him up again, 
to plcaſt ſome woniens mind, 
Pea dified, fan'd, and ſifled him; 
till he was almoſt b ind. 
Full faft they knit him in a Sick, 
which griev'd hin very loꝛe, 
And loundly ſleept him in a kat, 
for thꝛee days ſpace and middle. 
From whence again they took hm 91k, 
and laid hum loꝛth fo dio, | 
Then cad him ona Chandber flood, 
and wo e Hat he „ on. d dyt. 
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45 Of the Bloody murder of Sir ohn Bayl-y-corn. 


The Tune is, 


They rubꝰd and fir®d (im up and down 
and oft did toyl and ture, 

The Palt⸗man like wil i vows his death, 
his body ſhould be ſu ke. 

They pu *d and hal'd hi ni up in ſpight, 
and thꝛew him on a iþill, 

Pea d2y*dhim oe ze a fiut het, 
the moze to wozk the ir will. 

Then to the Pill they f62c*d him ſtraight, 
whereas they bzui;'d his bones, . 


The Piller lwoze to n #17der him 


bet wixt a pair of ſto n cs, 
The laſt time when they tok him up. 
and ſerved him woꝛle khan that, 
Foz with hot ſcolding liquoz ſtoze, 
they waſht him in a kit. 
But not content with this God wot, 
they wꝛought him lo uch harm, 
With cruel thzeat they pꝛomiſe next 
to beat him into Barm. 
And lping in this danger deep, 
kon fear that he ſhould quarrel, 
They heav'd him ſtraight out of the Fat, 
and turn'd him in the Barrel. 
They gozed and b2zoache? it with a tap, 
lo thus his death began, 
And ozew out every d2op of blod, 
while any dꝛop would run. 


Dome hzought in Jacksupon their back, 


ſome bꝛought in bows and pail, 

Pea, ebery man ſome Weapon had 
pooz Barley corn to Hll. 

When Sic John Good. Ale heard of this 
he came with mickle might, 

And tok by ſtrength thdr tongues away, 
their legs, and eke thir fight. 

Sir John at laſt in his ripe, 
ſo paid them all their hire, 

Then lome lay bleeding by the Malls, 
ſome tumbling in the mite. 

Sone ſadly groaning by the walls, 
ſome fell i*th ſreet ds on tight, 

The wileſt of them ſcarcrly knew, 
what he had done o ꝛe night. 

All you good wives, that bꝛew good Ale 
God keep you from all teen, 

But if you put to much water in. 

he devil put out your Erne. 
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